
TheTragedie 

Ypon the batches thence we lookt toward England, 
And cited vp a thoufand.fearefu.il tiroes, 

During the warres of Yorke and Lancaftet , 

That had befallen vs:as we pafl along, 

V pon the giddic; footing of the hatches , 

Me theuj^rehat Glocefter Humbled, and in Humbling, 
Stroke me (that thought to Hay him)ouer board, 

Into the tumbling bil!o\v.es ofthe m:une. 

Lord,Lord s me thought what painc it was to drowne, 

W hat dreadfull noife ofwaters in mine cares, 

What vgly fights of death within mine eies : 

Me thought I faw a thoufand fcarefull wracks, 

Ten thoufand men,that fiihes gnawed vpon, 

Wedges ef golde, great anchors, heapes of pearle, 
lneflimabic Hones, vnualued Iewels, 

Some lay in dead mens fculs,and in thofc holes. 

Where eyes did once inhabite, there were crept 
As’t were in fcorne of eyes reflecting gems, 

Which weed the flimie bottom ofthe deepe, 

And mockt the dead bones that lay fcattered by, 

Brok. Had you fuch leifure in the time of death, 

T o gaze vpon the fecrets of the deepe i 
CUr, Me thought 1 had: for Hill the enuious floud 
K ept in my foule,and would not let it foorth, 

T o feeke the cmptie,vafl,and wandering airc, 

But fmothered it within my panting bulkc , 

Which almofl burfl to belch it in the fea . 
iro^.Awakt you not wich this fore agonie ? 

CUr, O no, my dreame was lengthned after life, 

O then began the tempefl to my foule, 

Who pafl (me thought) the melancholy floud, 

With that grim ferriman, which Poets write of, 

V nto the kindome ofpcrpctu 1! night ■ 

The firH that there did greet my flranger foule, 

W as my great father in law, renotvmed Warwicke, 
Who cried alowd,whaf fcourgefor periurie, 

Can this darkc monarchic affoord falfe Clarence, 

And fo he vanifht;then came wand; in? by, 
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A Hiadowhkean Angell in bnght hairc, 

Dab'ed in bloud,and he fqucakt out alowd, 

Clarenceis come, falfe,fleeung,periurd Clarence, 

That ftabd me in the Held by T cuxbune : 

Seaze on h!m.furics,take him to your to tmcms, fe? - 

Wkh that me'thought alegion of fome h?nds 
Enuirond me about, and howled inmineearcs, ■ 

Such hideous cries, that with the verie noife, 

I trembling, wakrand fora feafonafter, 

Could not bclceue but that I was in hell, 

Such t erriblc impreffion made the dreame. o f . 

Bro, No maruel!(my Lo.)thoUgh it^ffnghtedyott, 

, I promife you,l atn afraid to hear.e you tell it. 

Cla. O Brokenbime,! haue done thofc things, 

Which now bjsare euidence againfl my foule, 

For Edwards fake, and fee how he requites me. 

I pray thee gentle keeper Hay by me, 

' JyJy foul e is neauic,and I faine would fleep?. , w •/. ■ i 
Ire, I will(my Lo.) God giue your Grace good rcH; 
Sorrow breakes feafons,and repofing howers,’ 

Makes the night morning,and the noonetide night. 

Princes hauehnt their titles for their glories, 

An outward honour for an inward toyle, 

Andforynfck imagination, r 

They often feele a world of reHlefle capes: 

So that betwixt their titles,and low names, 

There’s nothing differs butthe outward fame. 

,«i The Mfptberers enter. 

In Gods name what are you.and how came you hither? 
Exec. I would fpeake with Clarence, and I came hither on 
Bro, Y ca, are you fo briefc ? (my legs, 

1 Exec, O fir, it is better to he bviefe then tedious, 

Shew him . ■ commiffion,talke no more, He readeth 
'■ Bro, lamin this commauridcd to'dcliuer 
The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands, 

1 s ' ill not reafon what is meant hereby, 

Becaufcl will be guiltlelfc of the meaning : 

Here are the keies, there fits the Duke.afkepe, 
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